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he was on the point of making his first solo experiment,
when his elder brother snatched the box from his hands
and rushed out into the night. Smaer burst into tears.
In despair I produced a pencil and a sheet of paper.
He was amazed that he could make marks with the
pencil. I looked up from his scrawls and saw the sack
shudder convulsively. Something was alive in it. Some-
how from that shudder I knew that whatever animal it
was must be horribly ill. I tried not to look. But its
shape haunted me. The sack was four foot long, and
about three foot broad.

Sudan tactfully mentioned that I was tired so that I
could make my excuses and get to sleep early. As we
rose to sit round the dish placed outside the tent, I heard
the evil-looking old man mutter, " But if he's a soldier
why is he tired ? " Why, indeed. The dish was full of
cold, greasy rice mixed with bread. In the middle of
the rice was a well of dark, stale oil. The smell almost
made me vomit. The oil, which I discovered later was
melted butter, was evidently a luxury, because they
kept dabbing it over the rice by my place at the dish.
I smacked my lips and tried to look happy and to seem
to eat more than I did. As the guest of honour I had
to make sure that I went on eating until they had all
done. For all of them would rise from the dish when
they saw I had finished, and I did not want to spoil their
meal.

_We returned to the fire. The children were sent to
bed, and blew me kisses as they left the tent. The
coffee-cup was handed round. Sudan said loudly:

" Would you like to sleep now ? "

"Yes, please."

"I'll make you a bed next to Ashwa."

I was tongue-tied now the children were gone.   How-.